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Capital: Old Mouse City' 

Population: We’re not sure. (Math doesn’t exist yet!) But besides 

CAVEMICE, THERE ARE PLENTY OF DINOSAURS, WAY TOO MANY SABER-TOOTHED 
TIGERS, AND ferocious CAVE BEARS - BUT NO MOUSE HAS 
EVER HAD THE COURAGE TO COUNT THEm! 

Typical Food: Petrified cheese soup • 

National Holiday: Slip Oas/, 

WHICH CELEBRATES THE DISCOVERY OF FIRE. RODENTS 
EXCHANGE GRILLED CHEESE SANDWICHES ON THIS HOLIDAY. 

National Drink: Mammoth milkshakes 
Climate: Unpredictable, with 

FREQUENT METEOR SHOWERS 


cln««s«t 


soup 
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The basic unit of measurement is based on 

THE LENGTH OF THE TAIL OF THE LEADER OF 
THE VILLAGE. A UNIT CAN BE DIVIDED INTO A 
HALF TAIL OR QUARTER TAIL. ThE LEADER IS 
ALWAYS READY TO PRESENT HIS TAIL WHEN THERE 
IS A DISPUTE. 
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MANY AGES AGO, ON PREHiSTORiC MOUSE ISLANO, THERE 
WAS A VILLAGE CALLED OLD MOUSE CITY. IT WAS INHABITED 
BY BRAVE ROPm SAPIENS KNOWN AS THE CAVEMICE. 

DANGERS SURROUNDED THE MICE AT EVERY TURN: 
EARTHQUAKES, METEOR SHOWERS, FEROCIOUS DINOSAURS, 
AND FIERCE GANGS OF SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS. BUT THE 
BRAVE CAVEMICE FACED IT ALL WITH A SENSE OF HUMOR, 
AND WERE ALWAYS READY TO LEND A HAND TO OTHERS. 

HOW DO I KNOW THIS? I DISCOVERED AN 
ANCIENT BOOK WRITTEN BY MY ANCESTOR, GERONIMO 
STILTONOOT! HE CARVED HIS STORIES INTO STONE TABLETS 
AND ILLUSTRATED THEM WITH HIS ETCHINGS. 

I AM PROUD TO SHARE THESE STONE AGE STORIES WITH 
YOU. THE EXCITING ADVENTURES OF THE CAVEMICE WILL 
MAKE YOUR FUR STAND ON END, AND THE JOKES WILL 
TICKLE YOUR WHISKERS! HAPPY READING! 
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WARNING! PONT IMITATE THE CAVEMICE. 
WE’RENOT IN THE STONE AGE ANYMORE! 









Dawn fell over ^^£(t/ ^flou&ey the great 
village of the CAVEHICE. (Well, we think 

it's great, anyway!) 

The first rays of sunlight, as yellow as 
cheese, shone across the entrance to my cave. 
I had a full day of work ahead of 

me — work as Gl^Q® as the stone I have 
to carve all day to write news articles. 

But I, BBROnilQD StiLtOHDOt, was still 

asleep in my cozy straw bed. I rolled on my 
side and continued to snore loudly. 

Zmti sno®®''® 
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METEOR SHOWER IN OID MOUSE CITY! 


I was dreaming that I had won a battle 
against the FEROCIOUS saber-toothed tigers. 
Everyone was calling me a and 

showering me with grated cheese. Suddenly, 
a shriek as sharp as the claw of a T. rex 
shattered my eardrums: 

COKtWQ TO 
otp MOUSE cxTy!'> 






































METEOR SHOWER IN OID MOUSE CITYI 


I recognized that shriek immediately: It 
was the ve^-bh^Tpi^uipui, a dinosaur that 
predicts the weather. 

A moment later, a tremendous thump 
the walls of my cave. BSITl! BSlll! 
Bam! This wasn’t just a meteor shower — it 
was a meteor storm! 

'‘Great rocky boulders!” I cried, 


up. “This flying reptile makes useless 
predictions. He doesn’t announce something 
until it’s already happening!” 

I leaned out of the entrance of my cave 
and saw the jII'CX'COa S falling like giant 
hailstones. 

“Anyone could make ppedicttons like 

that,” I grumbled. 

Bam! Another meteor fell right in front of 
me, missing me by a whisker! 

I tumbled and the weathersaurus 








METEOR SHOWER IN OID MOUSE CITY! 


laughed at me. 

“Close one!” he said. “And now that you’re 
done COmpIdlllinQ^ I'll t^ll you my next 
prediction. There’s going to be an earthq —” 
Before he could even finish the word, the 
ground started to under my feet! 
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THE GREAT ZAP! 







I ran back into my cave to save my precious 
knickknacks. With my left ms). 1 grabbed 
the hahe clay vase that my grandma 
Ratrock had given me. With my right paw, I 
grabbed the portrait of 
the most fascinating mouse : 
in the village, (I must 
admit, I am ted 

for her. 

But she doesn't know 
it — Fm very slny!) 

My paws were full, 
but I still had more to 


grab! 

















THE GRERT ZAP! 


With one foot, I grabbed my secret stash of 
seashells (cavemouse money), and with 
the other foot, my pet fish bowL 

I was practically juggling! 

From outside the cave, the weathersaurus 
squealed again. “Almost forgot. Fm also 
predicting a VOlCaniC eruptioni’’ 



























THE GRERT ZAP! 



A volcanic 

eruption was the last thing 
I needed. 

I went outside and saw 
a river of lava 

flowing like hot eheese 
sauce down the street. 

I had to watch my tail or 
it would get 

Then the weathersaurus 
had one last prediction: 
“Beware the Great —” 

He couldn't 


mean . . . 

























Just as I had feared, the Great Zap struck 
me. 

Then the weathersaurus cheerfully flew 
away. 

"Happy to be of help!” he called. 

I shook my head at his nerve. Then I went 
back into my cave, whiskers 
and coming out of my ears. To 

console myself, I went into the kitchen and 
prepared a lovely cheese omelette with a side 
of meat for breakfast. All that stress had 
made me hungry! 
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The fire at 7dp t? v/h^t 
the «7e»nice call a 
^power-ful -flash o-f 
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I sat down at the table and bit into my delicious 
cheese which I had made with 

some tasty swamp herbs. I reached for a 
glass of water, but then I remembered that the 
pipe cqppectijig my cave to the nearest well 
was bV.0|k^rii^ . So I settled for a horsetaib'^ 
smoothie and a caiNinc cup of fern''^ 

juice. 

I felt like I needed a bath, but of course I 
couldn't take one without Also, it 

■ - X 

wasn't flea-picking day, the one day of the 
month when cavemice get clean. 

Horsetfeil and ■ferns are plants that existed i*n the prehistoric 
era and survive to the present day. 
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OW! OW! IT HURTS! 


I brushed off my forest-green shirt and 
saw a big group of prChistoric f ICHS 
jumping all over it. It was Zif and Zaf and 
their 357 children. 



I pxsi£ite£t^ said hello to them, and they 
joyfully returned my greeting. (IVe given up 
trying to chase them away — they always 
come back!) 

Before leaving, I checked my just in 
case I became extinct that day. 






OW! OW! IT HURTS! 



Life in the Stone Age is 
very, very hard. As hard 
as (gmif l! 

The meteor shower 
was still going on, so I 
grabbed my MtTtOR •••■ 
bMSRELLiS , It is made 
of strong stone, and I staggered 
under its weight. 

The meteor umbrella was the most recent 
creation of LEO EDiSTdNE, the village’s 
inventor. He told me it would keep meteors 
off me perfectly. 

I slowly walked through the streets of Old 
Mouse City while meteors of all sizes fell 
around me. Some were as as a crumb 
of cheese, and some were as huge as a 

mcgalosaurus egg! 

I noticed that all the other mice were 
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stomach hu, 


































OW! OW! IT HURTS! 


MWi^ly running down the village streets, 
and not just because of the mefeors. 

Everyone in Old Mouse City, in fact, 
was running to their caves, grabbing their 
stomachs, and moaning. 

“Owl Ow!” 

"What a SifjSrrrachache^” 

"MM Twe qReAT RrruRNfP?'^ 

What is going on? I wondered. 

I wasn't able to ask anyone, though, because 
in the next moment, an enormouse meteor fell 
right on my meteor umbrella! The umbrella 
smacked into my head and DqdNie me into 
the ground like a hammer driving a nail. 

I was stuck! This METEOR tMBRELLA 

was no good at all! 






OW! OW! IT HURTS! 


Leo Edistone had tricked me into buying 
one of his useless inventions! And to think I 

paid thirty seashells for it! 


I w'asn’t going to let that crackpot inventor 
take advantage of me. I wanted my money 






















As soon as I climbed out of the hole in 
the ground, I to Leo Edistone's 

workshop with my meteor umbrella in my 
paw. On the street, I was stopped by a 
rodent who was distributing 

for the new clinie run by the Club 
brothers. I took a look 

at the flyer. What great 
timing they had! The 
brothers must have 
already made a 
fortune off the 

stomachache 

epidemie. 



















let lls Help ^oul 
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At our clinic, we can take care of anything - even a 
dinosaur bite! How do we do it? With the Club Brothers' 
Cure-All! A secret treatment passed down by our dear 
old grandmother. With new methods of local and general 
anesthesia, you won't feel a thing! 




G3(^0) 




Today only we are offering a discount on the cure for 
terrible stomachaches! Cach Cure-All treatment is 
only twenty shells! 



Tfona miM ifcoil eaojB 
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EDISTONE'S UNUSUAL INVENTIONS 


My thoughts were interrupted by a loud 

CLANS! CLIINE! CLANG! coming from 
Leo's workshop. 

As I walked across the flimsy 
to his rickety home, the logs the bridge was 
made of started to I flailed my aims, 

trying to^kpep my balance, but I slipped! I fell 
into the 'W/fTlR* with a loud splash. 
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Lea cDiSTONe 

JiLLAGC iNNiCNTOr^ 

ME IS THE BRILLIANT AND 
MISUNDERSTOOD INVENTOR 
OF OLD MOUSE CITY. 

MIS DREAM IS FOR MIS 
INVENTIONS TO MAKE LIFE 
EASIER FOR THE CAVEMICE. 

MIS SECRET: HE ALWAYS 
SMELLS A LITTLE LIKE WILD 
ONIONS ... BUT DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT 
MENTIONING IT TO HIM! 


















EDISTONrS UNUSUftl INVENTIONS 


Leo appeared at the entrance to his 
workshop. ''Hey, Geronimo!” he called out. 
"Why are you swimming in my swamp?” 

I shot him an angry look as I picked 
swampweed from my wet fur. 

ril fish you out right awagl he 

yelled. He used a hook attached to the end 

of a branch to pluck me out of the 

water and pull me into his dry workshop. 

Leo is a thin mouse with a long, gray 
beard, and is always full of energy. His eyes 

as he asked me, "So, what do 
you think of my moving walkway?” 

MOVING WALKWAY? I repeated, 

dumbfounded, "What is it, a device to get rid 
of unsatisfied customers?” 

Leo shrugged. "Well, a moving walkway 
could transport people in an AIRPORT, 
when they have heavy LUGGAGE.” 





EDISTONE'S UNUSUAL INVENTIONS 


“Airport? Luggage? What are those?” I 
asked. 

“New Ideas!” he replied, his eyes twinkling 
again. “If those things already existed, my 
moving walkway would be very useful. 
Believe me, one day this will be useful to all 
kinds of mice, especially elderly rodents.” 

My anger toward the inventor faded 
away. At heart, all he really wanted to do 
was [ mpt’ o the lives of others. So I 

decided not to ask for my 



seashelts back. 

Instead, I said, “Lve 
come to return your 
meteor umbrella.” 

“Why?” Leo asked, 
surprised. 

“It doesn’t work!” I 
informed him. “When a 





EDISTONrS UNUSUftl INVENTIONS 


meteor hit me, it POVJHDED me into 


the ground. Maybe it's good for keeping off 
the but that's about it.” 

Leo lit up. '‘Why, that's a great idea!” he 


said. “If I can make it imm it would 


be perfect for shielding rodents from the 
rain, Geronimo, I ought to make you my 


assistant! 


“Um, no, thank you,” I said quickly. “I'm 



Gazette/' 

The inventor nodded. “Well, then, in 
exchange for the meteor umbrella, you 
can take any other invention you like!” he 

exciaiNeE). “go on!” 



Then he led me to his 







fMVBNTfOMi y^lDEflSTOOD 
BY CAVEM?CB 
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Leo proudly showed me his 
new inventions. I was 
impressed by the bricks 

of /explosive 

dinosaur dung, which 
could be used to start a 

fire without WOOD. 

'‘I sold this invention to a poor rodent 
who had never been warm the previous 

he said with a little sigh. 
Then his eyes got again as he 

pointed to a new shelf. ‘These inventions 
will help us PfFFNP against the saber- 
toothed tigers. The bellows are full of 








NOW. THAT'S AN IDTA! 


SJkUWk s¥(Wk to assault their sensitive noses. 



will make 


The 


them itch unbearably. And of course, this 

Superbean Concentrate powers our 

balloonosauruses.'' 

Then he moved to the other side of the 
closet, and his voice became sad. “This, on 
the other hand, is my closet of 



release them yet because the world is not 
ready to SCCept them!” 

He got a dreamy look in his eyes, “1 just 
hope that the day will come when all rodents 
will realize how useful these objects are.” 

Then he handed me a strange 
object. 

“What do you think of this, eh?” he asked. 

The object was a tall, narrow piece of stone 
stuck in the center of a round, flat 





NOW, THAT'S AN IDEA! 


“Um, it's amazing,” I said. But what 

is it?” 

“It's a sundial, of course!” he cheerfully 
replied. “It tells time!” 

“T011S tiTYl©?” I repeated, confused. 
He shook his head sadly. 





It te//. 







NOW. THAT'S AN IDTA! 


'‘Such a shame!'' he sighed. "I was hoping 

that you, an intellectual mouse, would 

understand this invention!” 

He frowned, thinking. “Hmm ... hmm ... 
I think IVe ^ot it J I have another invention 
to show you.” 

He rummaged through the shelves, 
^uTTeRiN^, “Where could I have put it?” 
“Um, what are you looking for?” I asked. 
“You'll see,” he promised, This 

is the perfection invention for you.” 

He held out a block of thin, rectangular 
stones held together with strips of leather. 



“It's a stone l9€lSf|^! 
he exclaimed. 

He passed me the 
book, but I fumbled 
it, and it dropped 
right on my foot! 
















NOW, THAT'S AN IDEA! 


“AAAAUf” I squealed. “That hurt!” 

He looked disappointed. “You don't want 
my book? Such a shame! Just think: You 
could carve something into it. You know, like 
recipes ... or iiorltgi” 

“Stories?” I repeated, curious. “Like the 


















NOW. THAT'S AN IDTA! 




ones our eMers? have told around the 
What a wonderful idea!” 

I took the heavy book, thanked Leo, and 
headed for TJw Stone Gazette. In the streets, a 
chorus of advertising squealers squawked 
loudly: 




Club bro-tkrs gnc( you>// 
^ back in goocf siigpe/>> 
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SOUND THE 

TOM-TDM AlARM! 

T— 



When I finally arrived at the offiees of 
The Stone Gazette, not a single mouse was 
CMISELIINie away on the next issue. 
They were all home with a stomachache! 
Only my sister, Thea, was there, but she was 
about to go home Sll:€^.k., too. 

As she was leaving, she noticed the object 
I was carrying. “Whdt’s that?” she asked. 

“It’s one of Edistone’s new inventions!” I 
responded proudly. “It’s called a ' 

You can carve stories in it!” 

“Stories? Like the ones our elders tell 
us?” Thea asked, “Why would we need to 
them down?” 


















SOUND THE TOM-TOM (llflRM! 



'‘So that we don't forget the stories that 
make us lau^h and dr I replied. 

"Like that story Grandma Ratrock always 
tells about getting stuck in the pit of melted 
cheese. If we carve it into a book, we can read 
it again and again.” 

"That's an interesting idea,” she said, but 
then she turned pfllC. 

"I feel sick, Geronimo. 

Gotta 


-itot'es 


















SOUND THE TOM-TOM AIRRM! 


I went into my OFFICE and decided to test 
out Edistone's new invention by carving an 
article into it. Suddenly, the sound of the 
emergency tom-tom rang through the village! 

TMH-TII-TIIMI TOM-n-ro/iii TUM-TOTOMl 

Tom-TO-TOM! T OM-TO-jHiiii niH-TII-TIlM! 

It was an urgent message from our village 

leader, Emest HePtaimoL»se. 







SOUND THE TOM-TOM RlllRM! 



Here is the message: 

"EMERGENCY! MEET IMMEDIATELY 
IN SINGING STONE SQUARE! IF 
ANYONE ARRIVES LATE, I WILL TIE 
YOUR TAIL IN A KNOT! ’ 
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In the square, everyone was moaning about 
how bad they felt, 

"Ow, ow, ow!” 

tiitmmy hortsS** 

“I haven’t been able to eat anything all 
day!” 

"ME. NEITHER!” 

The village leader, Ernest Heftymouse, 
addressed the crowd. 

“Citizens!” he declared. “We have an 
EMEKOE IVCyYl Every last mouse in 
the village has a stomachache!” 

I raised my paw. “Actually, Em just fine.” 

Everyone gathered around me, shocked. 















J 

CONSIDER YOURSEIF EXTINCT. GERONIMO! ^ 


•yOU'RE HOT SICK? REAllY?” 

The chief and his wife, Chattina, came up 
to me. Ernest poked me in the stcmach 
"Hmm, strange,” he muttered. “Why aren't 
you sick?” 

I shrugged apologetically. “Um ... 

I have no idea!” 



























CONSIDER YOURSEIF EXTINCT, GERONIMOf 


Ernest turned to the crowd. 

“Residents of Old Mouse City!” he began 
again, “An unknown is threatening 

us. This stomachache could make us all 

extinct! But don't worry, I have an 

idea!” 

exclaimed the villagers, 
Ernest raised a paw in the air. “We will call 
on our shaman, Bluster Conjurat!” 

“WfiSSSSfillJ” the cavemice wailed 
in disappointment. Our shaman is often not 
very helpful. 

Bluster Conjurat made his way 

through the crowd. The elderly rodent had 
gray fur, a face, and a very long 

beard. In his right paw, he held a 
with three colorful shells attached to the top. 

Everyone moved out of his way and 
exchanged 'll G f VO U S looks. 





CONSIDER YOURSEIF ERTINCT, GERONIMO! 


‘‘Shaman Bluster Conjurat!'' Ernest addressed 
him. “In your great wisdom, what do you 
suggest that we do?” 

The shaman waved his arms and spoke in a 
mysterious voice. “I, SR AMAIj SLUSTtp 

I see ... I see . . , that if 
we don't do something soon, we'll all go 

extinct! 



serious! 











CONSIDER YOURSEIF EXTINCT, GERONIWOf 


Chattina Heftymouse impatiently stomped 
her foot, “We already knew that!” 

A murmur went through the crowd. 


S/tEI/CE/ Bluster shouted. “Or THI^ 

will strike you all! I 
see , , . I see , , . a mouse that doesn't have a 








Chattina snorted. “We already knew that, 

too! It's BBRonimo stiLtnnoot!” 


The shaman shuffled up to me, squinted, 
and then pointed. “Yes! He is that mouse. He 
is the chosen one who will save us!” 

“ClldStfl 0itt” I repeated with disbelief. 
That didn't sound good. “Um . . . what do 
you mean, 'chosen one'?” 

Conjurat stomped his walking stick on the 
ground and made his next pronouncement 

very loudly 

“Since you are the only one who is not sick. 





CONSIDER YOURSEIF ERTINCT, GERONIMO! ^ 


you are the only one who can complete a 

DANGEROUS MISSION. You must find , . 

Everyone held their 


'The recipe for the potion that will cure the 
















CONSIDER YOURSEIF EXTINCT, GERONIWOf 


The crowd gasped. 

“Now come to my cave so I can prepare you 
for your MiSSiOK,” Bluster told me. 

I tried to slip away, but Chattina grabbed 
me by the C3I* to drag me back to Bluster. 
“Where do you think you’re going?” she 
asked. 

My friends all felt sorry for me. They knew 
I was heading into MAXCKll. 












CONSIDER YOURSEIF ERTINCT, GERONIMO! 


“Poor Geronimo .. 

“We love you so mueh!” 

“YouVe always been so good to us!” 

Even my friend Hercule Poirat, the famouse 
detective, was SOfeblng on my behalf. 

The worry of my friends made me even 
more afraid, I headed to Bluster's cave with 

paws. 













I was so anxious about going that Chattina 
had to push me into Bluster's OlVt Inside, 
the air was dama and heavy, with the strong 

smell of medicinal herbs. 

As soon as my eyes got 
used to the darkness, I 
noticed a fire f H 
in the center of the 
cave. Baskets full of 
l^erries, seeds, and 
dried flowers hung 
from the ceilings. Strange 

: masks decorated the walls. 























































THE SHAMAN'S CAVE 


Suddenly, a lighted TORCH appeared 
right in front of me, and I felt a paw brush 
against my face. 

“There you are^ finally/' someone said 


in a whisper. 

“Ahhh!” I screamed. “Wh-who are you? 

A ghost?” 

“Don't be such a scaredy-mouse," the voice 
scolded me. 

The torch moved aside, and I saw before me 
the most beautiful face in the entire village. 
It belonged to C(arC5’S’a, the intelligent and 
charming daughter of the shaman. 

Clarissa looked at me with eyes as 
as stone and deep as the S+®fiiA^ sky. 


Jeronimo, are you 





. 7 " 


®PPy Im here, too 

My legs felt as as a bowl of cheese ^ 

custard. I could barely speak! 




EYES: GRAY AS STONE 


HAIR; PINK And FLOWING 
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PERsoNALiry: determined 
And firm, &UT As sweet as 

CHEESECAKE. SHE ALWAYS GETS 

what she wants. 


HO&BY: IN HER FREE TIME, SHE 

tamEs wild dinosaurs. 




PET PEEVE: SHE hates 
5AD smElls, so she 
SPRAYS EVERYTHING 
WITH LILY WATER! 


iglSIi, 
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THE SHAMAN'S CAVE 


I was so nervous I started breaking out in 
feed and spots, as if I were 

a dinosaur with 


“Y-yes, Fm h-happy you're here, Clarissa,” 
I stammered. 

I tried to politely \C\ss her paw, but she 
gave me a very firm handshake instead. WHAT 



A mmmi 

Then the shaman walked into 
the cave. 

Ahem! Bluster said 

with a cough, ''My dear 
victim ... I mean, 

mmm ms. 

Let us begin! 

"As a shaman, I 
can things no 
cavemouse could 
ever imagine,” 










TH[ SHAMAN'S CAVE 


Bluster continued. Then he "WlDiG^Q at me. 
“For example, I can see from the look on your 
face that you admire my daughter, Clarissa.” 



I blushed, and he laughed. 

“Ha, ha! But I don't 
need special powers 
to see that you two 
are not right for each 
other. She's as tough as 
GRANITE, while you are as 
soft as melted cheese,” 

My whiskers clrooped: He was right. I 
would never win over Clarissa! 

“However, there may be one way to impress 
my daughter,” Bluster said, lEhNING close to 
whisper to me. “If you can complete your 
NISSIOiV — without going extinct, of 
course — she just might notice you!” 

Then he looked at his daughter, “Clarissa, 


truei 





THt SHAMAN'S CAVt 




what do you think of our C 
©MS?” he asked, “Will he return alive? 

She looked me over from the tips of my 
whiskers to the end of my tail. Then she gave 
my arm a squeeze. 

“Well, he doesn't have much in the way of 
MUSCLES she declared. “But he's very smart, 
and that might help him succeed.” 

She picked up a bowl of 


, dipped a finger into 




it, and spread the muck on my face, 

“There! A little bit of lily water for 

you. I love [Li0[Li0(^©!” she said. Then she 
sniffed the air and frowned. “I think your 

moldy prehrstoriG fur needs a double dose,” 
And with that, she dumped the entire 
contents of the bowl on my head. 

I was speechless. I was covered from head 
to tail with the sticky 



TH[ SHAMAN'S CAVE 



But the last thing I wanted to do was argue 
with Clarissa, so I simply gave her a big, 
goofy §]Illlc. 

Bluster approaehed and waved his arms. 
“It is time, Chosen One, to go to the 
of ftemorie^. There you will find the 
secret reeipe for the potion that will cure 
the iS:t®:niaiCLh;a€^h:e:. The 















THE SHAMAN'S CAVE 


r^^Glp^ is hidden in the most mysterious 
and dangerous part of the cave,” 

“Dad, no rodent has ever returned alive 
from the cave!” Clarissa pfotestecj. “And this 
chosen one doesn't even have any MUSCLESl” 
“Don't v^orry,” the shaman replied, “I'll 
strengthen him with one of myj^©tl©ftc^. 
Let's see. I'll need some codfish scales and 


powder, but 


some 

what's that last ingredient?” 

He fumbled through the jars on his shelves. 
“Maybe it was cave-bear fur, or tears of a 
toad, or he muttered. 

Finally, he threw up his paws. “Oh, well, 
we'll just let the victim ... I mean, the chosen 
one ... taste it, and we'll see what effect it 
has!” 

I watched Buster throw handfuls of smelly 

into a bowl. I had 


and p( 



TH[ SHAMAN'S CAVE 



no intention of drinking any potion of his, but 
he pinched my snout and forced a spoonful 

of the stuff down my 

throat. 

“Drink up!'' he ordered. 
























I started to feel right away. Then 

my whole body started blowing up like a 

EailfiSH! 

Bluster shook his head. he 

muttered. “Victim ... I mean. Chosen One ... 
I will make you a newj^©ti©fl'!” 

















I IIKE . 




YOU! 


With that, he gave me one HEH potion 
after another, watching each time to see what 
would happen, 

‘‘Well, do you feel STRONGER?'' he asked. 

“No? Oh, well. I wonder what's missing 
from this disgusting brew ... I mean, this 
tniracul©u« .. . Let me try 


a new mix. 




^as never going 

to get it 






^ oi rtiold? 










I llKt . . . YOU! 


Finally, before he eould make me gulp down 
something else, I pushed away and yelled. 


NO MORE POTIONS! 


I felt better. Mueh, much better. And as 

STRONG as a cave bear! 

Clarissa gave me a pat on the back so hard 
it would have knocked over a T© USX. 

"Well done. Chosen One!” she exclaimed. 
"I like these traits on you. You're BROve 
adventurous . . . and smelling like a Oower!” 

I couldn't believe my ears. Had she really 
said, "I |iK6 . . . yOU”? Okay, so maybe 


she didn't exactly say, "Geronimo, I like you,” 
but it was pretty close. 

Bluster Conjurat had known exactly how to 
get me to accept his mission. Just the thought 
that Clarissa might like me was enough to 
send me heading into terrible DAKGEI)! 

"C-Clarissa,” I stammered. "Maybe when 








I lIKt . . . YOU! 



t • • 


we come back from this 
mission, you could join 
me for some cineese 
fondue.” 

“I prefer a nice hunk of 

i!*o>astedl isseat,” 

she replied, “But anyway, Tm not sure that 
you will come back from this mission!” 

My heart ''I shouldn’t 

have asked.” 

Then she winked at me. 

“If you do survive the 
cave, ril think about it,” 
she said. “I do like reading 
your newspaper.” 

She liked reading my newspaper! 

What a compliment! My httCIft was flying 
higher than a (kifoeOX^eOIOT 
Bluster shoved a map into my hands. 










I llKt . . . YOU! 




-tno! 


Gei*o^' 


“Go, oh Chosen One! And return with the 

r’e0ipe! y|«p 

I took the Iwlllr and Clarissa and I left 
the cave. We were saying good-bye when a 

giant paw GRABBED me by the tail. It was 

the paw of Harriet Heftymouse, the daughter 
of the village chief. 

My dear GerOllrimO-mO!” she 

chirped. “You are so brave to 
leave on such a dangerous 
mission. Remember that a 

dalieoltt and dafGAittlttsi 

mouse will be awaiting 
your return.” 

“Who are you 
talking about?” I 
asked, perplexed. 
“Me, of course!” 
she squeaked. 











I IIKE . 




YOU! 


I thought that maybe the 




3: was affecting 


Harriet's mind. Delicate and defenseless? 

She is much STRONGER than I am! 

Clarissa looked curious. “Are you two 
dating?” she asked, 

I blushed. I barely knew Harriet, and I 
didn't go out on a lot of dates. I am always 
too busy working at The Stone Gazette. 


“No, no!” I answered. 

Then Ernest Heftymouse 
arrived and squeezed 
me in a suffocating 
hug. 

“What a fine 
son-in-law 
you'll make, 

Chosen One!” 
he said. 




Wfe\cO<^ 















I im . . . YOU! 


Son-in-law? Harriet and I weren't 
even dating. Who said anything about 



rr 


m? 


“You can live in our liflvt,” Ernest went 
on. “It's the finest in the village! And I'll give 
you a new club, too. What do you say?” 

I was about to protest when Chattina ran 
up. 

“You'll be such a part of the 

lamily/' she gushed. “And I've already thought 

of your wedding present. A cinecse 
sculpture of you and your lovely 

bride! Won't that be marvelous?” 

“Everybody stop!” I yelled. “There's not 
going to be a wedding! I do not want to marry 
Harriet!” 

Unfortunately, no one heard me, because 
everyone's stomachache had suddenly 
returned. They all Off quickly. 







I IIKE . . . YOU! 


I wax finally alone! 

Then a paw whacked me on the back, and 
I heard a familiar voice, ''Cousin!” 

I turned, surprised. I thought you 

were on vacation!” 


















learn about your J 


My cousin Trap took me by the arm, “I was 
on vacation, but I just returned/' 
he explained happily. '‘And just in time to 

ISSIOIV. The whole 
VILLAGE is talking 

about it!” 

I sighed. “Yeah, 

Tm STUCK 

doing it. 
And now 
I really 
need to 
get going, 
and . . .” 
























A VERY DANGEROUS MISSION! 


Trap didn't let me finish. 

“This Great Stomachache is bad for 
business at my Rott€rh TooIIt 
T rap went on, “so I decided I might as well 
go with you. Speaking of which, WHERE 
exactly are we going?” 

I looked at the sky and sighed, defeated. 
Whenever Trap gets involved, things usually 
become a mess. But I reluctantly agreed to 
him eoming. I know that when Trap gets an 
idea into his head, it's impossible to make 
him change his mind! 

“I need to go to this MYSTEMOUS cave,” 
I explained. “See, the route is marked here.” 

I unrolled the MAP that Buster had drawn 
on a banana leaf for me. When I started to 
read the terrifying names of the places I 
would need to cross, I turned as PSDQ as 
mozzarella! 






1. OID MOUSE CITY: start! 

2. PREHISTORIC VOLCAHO: clanger of roasting! 

3. WHO OINOSAUR PLAIN; danger of sharp claws! 

4. MOSQUITO SWAMP: danger of swarm attacW 

5. OESERT OF GIANT SCORPIONS: danger of stinging! 
















































6. WERE-BAT LAIR: danger of fangs? 

1 . SHIFTSNG SAHPS: danger of srnRfng! 

8. TfGER CAMP: danger of being eaten! 
9* FOGGY PASS: danger of getting lost! 

10. CAVE OF MEMORIES: danger unknown! 



































A VERY DANGEROUS MISSION! 


Shifting sands? Giant scorpions? Were- 
bats? Wild dinosaurs? 



GRE/IT ROCKY BOILDERS, 
m COILD GO EYTIKICT 
ON THIS MISSION! i 

exclaimed. 

Trap shrugged his 
shoulders. “Eh, they're 
just rumors/' he said. 
“You'll see, when we return 
to Old Mouse City with the cKpe for the 
Great Stomachache, we'll be greeted as 


heroes! 


Before leaving, we stopped at my cave to 
get some supplies. I grabbed my club for 
protection and then paeked some provisions: 


hard cinccsc, soft 

sticks, cueese wheels, bread. 


dried berries and 


and some 






A VERY DANGEROUS MISSION! 



meat with cheese sauce. 

Finally, I packed a hollow filled 

with fern juice (since my water pipes were 
still broken). It was 
going to be a long 
journey. 

I gave one last 
look at my cozy 

cave and sigltBU. 

Then I left to meet my 
destiny . . . and, perhaps, my extinction! 








was parked on the 
street in front of my cave. Trap and I jumped 
on board, but he immediately tossed us off. 

'T won't do it!” the dinosaur protested. 
'Tor a double load, I need a double dose of 

my saperfrait snoothiei 


I knew I had to give in or he wouldn't take 
us anywhere. Fortunately, I had a good supply 
of his smoothie stored up. 

He slurped it down in an instant, and 
then we climbed into the saddle. He reared up 
on his hind legs and took off at a 
We quickly crossed the empty city and 
passed the anti-tiger FENCE. Then 


we 















DOUBIE LOAD, DOUBU DOSE! 



followed the shaman's map outside the city 

limits — and into UNKNOWN TERRITORY 

Remember all those DANGERS I saw on 

the map? Well, we soon found out that they 
weren't just rumors. They were all true! 




























DOUBLE LORD, DOUBLE DOSE! 






The Vo|c9Ho’{ |9V9 

nearly roasted us. 
Then a herd of 
very hungry wild 


chased us, trying 
to chomp our tails, 
"Quick! Throw 
them some food!” I yelled. 
It was a good plan. The 


dinos began to 
themselves as they all 

tried to devour it. 

Then we got to the 
swamp, and the 

started to q 
bite our 


among 







DOUBIE LOAD, DOUBU DOSE! 





ears. We fought them 
off with our clubs. 
Then the 

$C01*pl0tlS tried 
to pinch the legs of 
my autosaurus, but 
he ran away, 

"Hey, Cousin,” 
Trap said. “Are 

we through 
the danger?” 

I checked the map. "Oh, no! 

WeTe entering 
the lair of the 

were-bats! 

As soon as 
the words 
left my 
mouth, 












a swaim of were-bats dove at us! We 
ran, sinking into the 

Luckily, the bats 
fainted from the stinky smell! 

We erawled out of the swamp, 
dripping, and another terrible 
surprise awaited us: a pack of fierce 

SABEB-TOOTHED TiGEBSi 

They chased us along a narrow path 
on top of a cliff, high above the sea. 
“iBW&Wi” 1 yelled. 

The autosaurus dove off the 
cliff, and we all splashed into the 
sea. Luekily, my autosaurus is an 
AMPBfBmM- - he can move 
on the ground and in the water. He 
















DOUBIE LOAD, DOUBU DOSE! 



paddled through the water, and we landed 
safely on 

I was lucky that I had chosen a multipurpose 
model of autosaurus. He had saved us from 

eaplH extitictioti! 

Exhausted from all of the danger, I CStfliBu. 

I soon woke up because my autosaurus was 
iM^^lkSwj^vciy face. I hugged him, thinking 
he was showing me some ftffcctlOlfl, but 
he shrugged me off. 

“I just wanted to be sure you were awake,” 
he said, “I need a triple dose of Superfk'uit 
SnOOt^hiG after all this running and 



swimming!” 

“Welcome back to the living, Cousin,” Trap 
interrupted, “Now, I have ^OOd IICWS and 






D0U61E LORD, DOUBLE DOSE! 


feAjp Which do you want to hear first?” 

“The ^OOd news,” I replied, “I need to 
hear something positive!” 

Trap grinned. “The ^ood news is that 
weVe finally reached the cave!” 

“Then what's the BiijR I asked. 

“The is . . . right in front of 

us!” Trap said, pointing. 





#?ffW 

ft ¥/% 
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An enormouse was 

sleeping in front of the cave. Trembling, we 
tiptoed past it, but I stepped on a branch. 
SHAW The sound woke the bear, who 
OrOV'Bfl at us threateningly. 
V Hise^es were red with 
fury. 

Then we heard a voice. 

"Down, FLUFpyr 

The guardian of the 
cave, a grizzled rodent 
with a long beard, was 
perched on a rock. 
“Relax, my Fluffy won’t 















WHAT'S THE PASSWORDP 




bite,” said. “At least, not 

unless I ask him to, Ha, ha!” 

“Please let us pass,” 1 said, 

a little nervously. “We 

are on a mission and need 
to enter the cave,' 

The guardian raised 
an eyebrow. “You may 
enter — if you know the 

PAssword.” 

Password? I started to 
panic, “Please, just let us 
enter!” I begged. “Old Mouse' 

City is suffering from the 

I am the chosen 
one, and I need 
to find the recipe 
for the cure.” 


<3 
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WHAT'S THE PASSWORDP 


The ^i^eiTc^icin shook his head. 
“What's the password? If you don't know 
it, I will have to set Fluffy on you! He's very 

HUNGRY. He hasn’t eaten in days.” 

Fluffy flfrooied thinking about his next 
meal — us! 



Concentrate, Cousin!" Trap squealed, 

“Try to think of the password!" 
I closed my eyes and 
tried to think (which isn't 
easy to do with a hungry 
cave bear fifrooitvjci 


front of you!). 


I tried to remember 
everything the shaman had 
said to me. Bluster hadn't mentioned 


a PASSVIfOrof at all. 

“That STUV !” I shrieked. 


“When I get back — if I get back — I’ll give 







WHAT'S THE PASSWORDP 


him a piece of my mind! ” 

I had to do something, so I started to shout 
out random words, ''Cave! Swamp! 

Coconut head!” 

The guardian shook his shaggy head once 
again, "No, that's not it! I guess Til have to 
release Fluffy, , , ,” 

Trap nudged me. "Come on, say it! What 
are you waiting for? The next 

But the guardian had already signaled 
to Fluffy, The cave bear moved toward us, 

4 4 4 4 

, I shouted, "Bluster said nothing 
about a password. Nothing!” 

The hermit looked surprised, "What did 
you say? Did you say 'IlotKin^'? Well done! 
That's the password!” 

Trap and I looked at each other, confused. 
But at least we were safe. 


Terrified 






WHAT'S THE PASSWORDP 


"Down, FLUFFVr the guardian 

commanded. “Stay away from the chosen 


one! 




But the order came too late. WOM?.' 

Fluffy bit the tIP 'Op MV tWL. itching 


for a taste of the meal that he was missing. 
“Bad Fluffy!” the hermit scolded. 
Thankfully, Fluffy then climbed back on 
top of his rock, pouting. 








WHAT'S THE PASSWORDP 


The guardian gave each of us — including 
Fluffy — a lit tOTcll. 

''Follow me,” he said. 

We obeyed, keeping a safe distance from 
Fluffy (we still didn’t trust him) as the rodent 
led us into the Cave of rtemorie^. We 
walked down a set of stone stairs and found 
ourselves in an enormouse grotto. Torchlight 
danced across the walls as we gazed around 

in awB 

The walls and stone columns were 

pMNtFP with scenes of typical activities 
of the CAVEHICE : running from dinosaurs, 
riding on the backs of mammoths, battling 
tigers . . . 

PETRIFIED CHEESE. WHAT AN 
INCREDIBLE PLACE! 
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We began to explore the cave, follov^ing the 
MAP that Bluster had given me. In the Room 
of Cave Paintings, all of the most IMPORTANT 

MOMENTS in the history of Old Mouse City 

had been painted: 




THE FIRST STRIKE OF 
THE GREAT IBP 

V 

THE BIRTH OF THE 
TWINS WHO FOUNDED 
THE CITY .. ’ 

’' if ^ « 












DOWN. DOWN. DOWN . 





THE DISCttVERY OF THE 
STONE or FIRE 





Then we admired the portraits of the 
Heftymouse dynasty, which for generations 
have been leaders of Old Mouse City. 




Great- »t-Grandpa 


Grandpa 


Hei 













OF THF CAVF OF MFMORIFS 




o 

T. Entrance 

2. Fluffy s Den 

3. Room of Cave Raintfn9s 
H. Bat Room 

5. Hall of Shamans* Secrets 

6. Undergrouncl Labyrinth 

7. Thermal Water Fountain 

8. Underground lake 

9. Secret Passageway 

10. Cemetery (for those trapped in the cave) 

11. Guardians Quarters 

12. Piranha Pool 
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DANGEROUS 
FEROCIOUS BATS 




































































































DOWN. DOWN. DOWN 


As we left the Room of Cave Paintings, the 
ground began to shake. 

“Quick! Let’s get out of here before 
everything collapses!” Trap squealed. 

The guardian and Fluffy had already taken 
off, and we followed them. But a ifimi/M 
of rocks crashed down, blocking the exit! We 
were 















DOWN, DOWN, DOWN . 



HtEtWf 

I yelled. “We're trapped!” 

“Well, at least we're not alone in here 
with Fluffy,” Trap said with a laugh. 

I found myself laughing, too. “Thanks, 
Trap. This is what friends are for: making 
the best of a bad situation!” 

Just then, I noticed a wind was causing the 
torch IFMIME to lean to the right. If there 
was wind, then there had to be another exit! 

Our spirits were lifted as we 
followed the stream of air to 
staircase. We walked up the 
steps and into the Hatl 

I shone the torch against 

the wall, and there it was: 

*■ 

the we needed 

for the cure! I began to 
carefully chisel a copy 






DOWN. DOWN. DOWN 


into my 





DOES YOUR STOMACH HURTP 


DO YOU WANT TO 
FEEl BETTER? 


YOUR SHAMAN CAN HELP! 
tyERY SHAMAN KNOWS THAT 
THE BEST CURE IS A CUP OF 
CHAMOMILE TEA. ' 


TRY SOME - AND BE 
SURE TO THANK YOUR 
SHAMAN! . 







































I finished chiseling and 
stepped back from the walk 
But as soon as my paw touched 
the ground, I realized that 
there was no ground — I had 

stepped into a huge 

hole! Trap reached out to 
grab me, but we both fell 

lorn, down, down_ 


We landed in 
water. We had fallen 
down a well! My poor 
whiskers 
from the cold. 







The stream carried us into 

a dark TUNNtl , Then the 

stream became a rushing 


We plunged over 

the falls and landed in a 
peaceful underground 
lake. With the last 
of our strength, we 
swam to a small, 
rocky .fcfe&cll. 
We flopped onto 
the shore, finally 
able to rest. 
























DOWN, DOWN, DOWN . . 


As we caught our breath, a pale light and 
the sound of two voices drifted from a tunnel 
carved into the rock wall next to us. 

now 5tRAN(^el! 

Who could It be? 

And now in the name of cheese did they 
get here? 

We crept into the tunnel and hid behind 
a boulder to get a better look. I motioned 
to Trap to stay silent. There, in the light of 
fllcK’^ring torches, we could see the faces 
of the two mysterious mice: It was the Club 
brotbers, the owners of the famouse clinic! 


VHEY mm 

The brothers stood at the edge of the 
underground lake, pouring horrible-looking 
goo into the water. 


<D 


99 






DOWN. DOWN. DOWN 


How strange! I sniffed the air, and 
recognized the smell — it was prehistoric 


ipruv^a juicsi 



Then we heard them laughing. '‘Ha, ha, 
ha! Now everyone will have an even worse 
S|'l'®‘FII:CB&h:CE€Lh;6 than we gave them 
before,” said Shifty Club, “TheyTl think 
Bluster Conjurat is a FOOL, and they’ll get 



















DOWN, DOWN, DOWN . 



tired of waiting for the chosen one to return 

from his MISSIOX.” 

Shady Club laughed. “Hee, hee, hee! He 
probably won’t return anyway. Few ever 
escape the Cave of Plernorie^ alive.” 
“And then everyone will have to ^toundre/s/ 


come to the ClubBrotliers’ 
Clinic to be cured!” said 
Shifty, greedily rubbing 
his paws together. 

Trap was so angry that 
he was ready to jump 
out of the hiding spot to 

confront them. But I held 


4 ^^ _ 







him back. If we were quiet and followed 

them, we could find the EXIT) 





My brain sprang into action as we followed the 
two scoundrels through the UMPERGRODHP 
passageway. 

Thiiik, thiKik, thinX... 

After a little while, I started to get a headache 
— we cavemice get tired after thinking too 
much! But everything soon became clear: 

The Cave of Memories seemed to be 
to Old Mouse City by tunnel. 

All the W/fTtf ^'in the village came from 
this underground lake. 

The Club brothers came from Old 
Mouse City and poured prume juice 
into the water, so they were responsible for 

















THINK. THINK ... ^ 


theiG-reoit 

With Trap's help, I had completed my 
mission and found the recipe for the cure. 
But we had also discovered the l^OTTtH 
behind this epidemic! 

When I returned to Old Mouse City, 
I would be greeted as a hero. Surely that 
would impress OIqtIsSq Co^urat, the most 

fascinating rodent in the village! 








THINK, THINK . . . 


I was still daydreaming when Trap gave me 
a pinch and brought me back to my senses. 

“W/AKE UP, COUSIN> this isn’t the 


time for dreaming!” he said. 

Trap was right! 

Up ahead, the Club brothers were exiting 
the cave, disappearing into the flight. We 
followed, making sure they didn’t see us. Just 
as I had guessed, this tunnel had led us right 


I took a deep breath of the fresh night air 
and gazed at the How 

wonderful to be outside and home again! 
Trap gave me another pinch. '‘U^KE UP, 


COUSI/V/” 

“Sorry, Trap. I guess the stars are making 
me feel pomantie right now,” I said. 
Whoops! Did I say that out loud? 

Trap started to make fun of me. “YouVe 
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THINK. THINK . . . 



<£) 


in love! Your heart is softer than 
cream cheese, Cousin! Who is it? Do 

I know her?” 

I tried to deny it, but my ears turned as 
red as burning lava. 

“No, Fm not in love,” I protested. “And if I 
were, I wouldn't tell you who it is! Everyone at 
the ToOtt> would know. 

And that Sally Rockmousen would announce 
it on her (SoSSip 1^5dlO show! Everyone 
would know that 1 have an enormouse crush 
on Clariss —” 

I clapped a paw over my mouth, but it was 
too late. 

Em not sure if Trap figured it out. He didn't 
say anything, but he gave me a look. 

I quickly tried to distract him. “That's 
enough gossip!” I exclaimed. “We have a 
MISSION to complete! The only reason I 






THINK. THINK ... ^ 


didn't get sick today is because my water pipe 



was broken. So we must yyAKn the city: No 


one can drink the water that is piped into Old 
Mouse City until it has been up.’’ 

“How can we warn them all?” Trap asked. 
“Go quickly, and wake up all our relatives, 
all your friends, and all of my employees at 
The Stone Gazetted I told him. “Tell them 



of rodents working with me. We chiseled all 
night long! 



By morning, every well and 1 


source in the city had a sign on it: IJllJPW 



Then I took the recipe for the cure to 
Bluster Conjurat. 


There is a spring outside the city that 


hasn't been tainted,” I told him. “You should 














1. Entrance 

2. Reception 

3. Rest area 

4. Stone 
tablet 
storage 

5. Editorial 
office 

6. Art 
Department 

7. Geronimos 
office 

















































THINK, THINK ... ^ 


make the chamomile tea with that.” 

“Thank you, Chosen One!” he said, “You 
were ferSlflanf!” 

I looked around the shaman’s cave, hoping 
that Clarissa had heard that compliment. But 
his lovelu daughter was nowhere in sight. 

So much for romance, I thought, and then 
yawned. I was exhausted! I went back to my 
cave for a good night’s Sleep 








HEAD OVER TAIL 
IN IDVE! 





The next morning, I woke up to the sound of 

Gossip ‘Radio. 

'‘Geronimo Stiltonoot is in love with a 
mysterious rodent!” Sally Rockmousen was 
shrieking. 


\ove? 


Vtbe? 

























HEAD OVER TRIl IN lOVEI 


Ah, so had spilled the beans! He’ll 

never change, I thought. But at least he hadn't 
heard me say (Kartoa'g* name. 

Then there was a knock on the door, and 
the entire Heftymouse family 
into my cave. 

“Who is this mysterious rodent?” Harriet 
asked. “Is it me?” 

This was “It's just gossip!” I 

protested. “I'm not in love with anybody!” 

“Well, I'm not in love with you, either!” 
Harriet said with a sniff, 

Ernest Heftymouse was “THE 

Jt friend's WEDDWG K OFR/” 

he announced. 
What a relief! I 
thought. Then the 

psynding 

of the village 








HEAD OVER TAIl IN lOVE! 


drums interrupted us. 

"'Everyone come quickly!” a rodent 
was shouting, "The shaman has prepared 
a potion that will cure the 

iSf^rtiaiCLhaiCLhB:!” 

I raced to Singing Rock Square, where I 
saw the Club brothers standing in front of a 
pot of Bluster's 

"Cavemice, don't trust Bluster! His CUFC 
for the Great Stomachache won't work!” 
squealed Shifty Club. "Come to our clinic. 
Only we can cure you! And it only costs OTIC 

hundred seashells per rodent!” 

I jumped in front of them, furious. “You 
Stone-Age SCOUHcJx&IS! May the Great 
Zap SfeFlilC® your tails!” I yelled. 

The whole village was listening. "You two 
made everyone sick! ” I went on. “Yesterday, 
my cousin Trap and I SSKHf you —” 






HEAD OVER TRIl IN lOVEI 



Shady Club interrupted me. '‘Oh, yes? And 


how will you prove that we 
springs?” 


poffuted the 















HEAD OVER TAIl IN lOVE! 


I grinned. Shady Club had just confessed 
without realizing it! 

Shifty Club BfiPPCD his brother on 
the head. ‘jGU ^66(1 You almost 

revealed all the details of our plan!'' 

But the angry residents of Old Mouse 
City had heard enough. They took out their 
clubs and chased the Club brothers out 
of town. Those brothers didn't show their 
wtt?5KeR5 again for a long time! 

Then the citizens celebrated my triumph, 

“LOWG LlVt GtpOWIMOf they 

cheered. “Long live the chosen one! Long 
live the hero of Old Mouse City!" 

Harriet Heftymouse looked at me and 
sighed, “I've decided to forgive you, 
Geronimo. I'll mappn you after all!" 

I took off running. 

“Excuse me, I really need to go now," I 



HEAD OVER TRIl IN lOVEI 



shouted behind me. “I have a very IMPORTANT 
appointment!” 

I ran to my orriCE and shut myself 

in. I wanted to preserve this incredible story 
forever, so I it into Leo 

Edistone's new invention — the stone book! 
It was the perfect invention for a 

stopytellep like me: 









Be sure to read all my 
fabumouse adventures! 



#1 Usf Treasure of 

the Emerald Eye 


The Curse of ihe 
Cheese Pyramid 


#3 Cal and Mouse in a 
Hounled ffouse 




#6 Paws Ofi 
Cheddarfacel 


#7 Red Piizas for a 
Blue Counl 


# 1 ll!'stfii)loween, 
You Troldy Mouse! 


#12 Merry Christmas, 
Geronlnio! 




#13 The Phantom of 
the Subway 


Attack of the 
Bandit Cats 





#4 Pm Too Fond of 
My Fur! 



#9 A Fabumouse 
Vacation for Geronimo 



#14 The Temple of the 
Ruby of Fire 



#16 A Cheese-Colored #17 Watch Your #13 Shipwreck on the ^19 jy|y fJante Is Stilton, 
Camper Whiskers, Stiltoni Pirate Islands Geronimo Stilton 




#10 All Because of a 
Cup of Coffee 




#20 Surf's Up, 
Geronimo! 



























































#25 The S6or<h for 
Sunken Treasure 




#22 The Secret 
of CnckUfur Coslle 


#26 The Mummy 
with No Name 




#$4 Geronimo Stilton, 
Secret Agent 


#31 The Mysterious 
Cheese Thief 


#35 A Very Merry 
Christmas 


#30 The Mouse Islanii 
Marathon 






A Christmas Tale 



$27 The Christmas 
Toy factory 




#23 Vdentine^s Day 
Disaster 


#23 Wedding 
Crasher 


#24 Field Trip to 
Niagara Falls 


i/vii'jn tJiJi 


#20 Down and Out 
Down Under 




Christmas Catastrophe 


#36 Geronlmo's 
Valentine 




#32 Valley of the 
Giant Skeletons 


#33 Geronimo and the 
Gold Medal,Mystery 


#37 The Roce Across 
America 


#33 A Fabumouse 
School Adventure 



#39 Singing Sensation 






#42 The Peculiar 
Pumpkin Thief 


#43 Vm Not a 
Super mouse I 


#41 Mighty Mount 
Kilimanjaro 



#40 The Karate Mouse 









































































#44 The Glont 
I Djuitiond Robbery 



#49 The Way of 
the Softiurai 



#45 Save the White 
Wholei 



#46 The Haunted 
Castle 



#50 This Hotel Is 
Haunted 


#51 The Enormouse 
Pear] Herst 




ti?tw Sttfton 



#56 Flight of the 
Red Bandit 


#54 Get into Gear, 
Stilton I 


#55 The Golden 
Statue Plot 






#52 Mouse in Space! 


The Hunt for the 
Golden Book 


#53 Rumble in 
the Jungle 


#57 The Stinky 
Cheese Vocation 
















































THE QUEST EOR 
PARADISE: 


THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 



The Amazing 

VOYAGE: 



The VOLCANO 
OF FIRE: 


THEvRETURN TO TH4, 
KINGDOM OF FAN lASY 


The DRAGON 
PROPHECY: 


THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 

















Join me and my friends on 
a journey through time in 
this very special edition! 
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THE JOURNEY 

Through Time 














Don't miss 
these exiiting 
Then Sisters 
adventures! 



Then StittoEi and tha 
Mystery in Paris 



Thea Stilton and the 
Secret of the Old Castle 



Thea Stilton and flte 
Legend of the Fire 
Flowers 



Thed Stilton and the 
Dragon's Code 


Thea Stilton and the 
Mountain of Fire 


Then Stilton and the 
Ghost of the Shipwreck 



Thea Stilton and the 
Secret City 




GeffwJiTw StIJten | 


Thea Stilton and the 
Dancing Shadows 


Theo Stilton and the 
Blue Scarab Hunt 


Thea Stilton and the 
Prince's Emerald 


Then Stilton and the Mystery 
on the Orient Express 















































Check out 
these very 
special editions 
featuring me 
and the Thea 
Sisters! 



THE JOURNEY 
TO ATLANTIS 


THE SECRET OF 
THE FAIRIES 
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MeeT 



Geronimo Stitton 


Geronimo Stiiton 


SPACeM iC^ 


CeRONiiyiO STiLTONiX 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


YOU'RE MINE, 
> CAPTAIN! 




Mine, Captain! 




















He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village ^ 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 4| 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, ^ M 
his life in the Stone Age is full n 
of adventure! M 


*GcronfniQ Suiton 


^^GcA?n!nio Stifton 


Stlten 


myiMieu myiiiict 


€AyfMiCe 


\fnS Stirton 


’Garoniw? Sti/ton 


CAyiMiei 


myM€t 


#S Tlie Great 
Mouse Race 


Meet 

GERONIMO STILTONOOT 


























#5 Fright Night 


#4 Return of the 
Vampire 




/ 







Mifi ' '""'T 


Ib^ 









GOSSIP 

RADIO 


eaim^ 


TRAP'S lloUSE 
























CHEDDAR 

VOICRNO 


SINGING ROCK 
SQUARE 


HEFTYMOUSE 

HOUSE 


HOSPITAL 































GERONIMO STILTONOOT? 


‘4 

He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village of 
Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites,^ 
his life in the Stone Age 
is full of adventure! 


WATCH YOUR TAIL! 

Geronimo Stiltonoot wakes up to a terrible 
morning. Meteors are falling from the sky, 
and everyone in Old Mouse City has an 
awful stomachache! Geronimo must 
travel to the Cave of Memories to find the 
ancient shaman cure for his fellow 
But dangers lurk on his journey — can he 
make it back home safely? 


SCHOLASTIC 


APPEALS TO 

(|p 2No-4m graders 


RCADINO LEVEL 
GRADE 4 


www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton 


More [eve ling information for this book: 
www.schojastje.eom/readifiglevel 







